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dreaming of myself. At these times there was an in-
credible acuteness, or intenseness, in my sensations; every
object seemed animated, and, as it were, acting upon me.
The only way that I can devise to express my general
feeling is, that I seemed to be sensible of the rapid whirl of
the globe.

All this time my health was again giving way, and all
my old symptoms were gradually returning. I set them at
defiance. The nocturnal demon, having now come back in
all its fulness, I was forced to confine my meditations to the
morning; and in the evening I fled for refuge and forgetful-
ness to wine. This gave me temporary relief, but destroyed
my remaining power of digestion. In the morning I some-
times fainted as I dressed; still I would riot give in, and
only postponed the commencement of my work until my
return to Florence, which was to occur in a few days.

I rode the journey through the luxuriant Yal d'Arno,
attended by Tita. Lausanne aaid Spiro had returned the
previous day. It was late in the evening when I arrived at
the villa. I thought, as I got off my horse, that the Falls
of Niagara could not overpower the infernal roaring that I
alone heard. I entered, and threw myself on a sofa. It
came at last. What it was I knew not. It felt like a
rushing of blood into my brain. I moaned, threw out my
arms, and wildly caught at the bell. Lausanne entered, and
I was lying apparently lifeless.

CHAPTER VI

DURING the whole course of my life my brain had been my
constant source of consolation. So long as I could work
that machine, I was never entirely without an object and a
pleasure, 1 had laughed at physical weaknesses while that